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TO MY BROTHER, 
THE FOLLOWING POEMS 

A3 A SMALL TOKEN OF AFFECTION AND ESTEEM, 

AND A SLIGHT TRIBUTE 

FOR HIS FORMER FAVORS AND KINDNESSES, 

BY SCRIBBLER. 



PREFATORY ADDRESS 



TO "THE MUSE S." 



Harp of the immortal "Nine," if e'er— 

A votary may claim. 
To sweep thy chords — though he despair — 

Of gaining "poet's name" — 
If " one " may dare to touch that lyre. 

Of " sunn'd Parnassus' height," 
Who venerates each golden wire. 

Yet hath but feeble right ! 

If such a hand as mine may move along — 

Those strings which oft have breath'd far sweeter 
lays. 

Then will I try, though heavy be the touch and song. 

My weaker powers obtain, as " one " who has no 
bays ; 
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As " one " who ne'er to Tempe's beauteous vale 

Hath been transported on x\pollo's wing ; 
Or heard that mystic noted nightingale, 

Which taught first bards more blest than I to sing, 
Then will I try ! and may my love's excess. 

For nymphs so oft adored as ye — " sweet nine ! " 
For nymphs so cloth'd in melting loveliness ! 

Head my sole reason why ! yea, even mine ! 
But should e'en then, while yet ye list. 

Those countenances frown. 
Let on my grave your condemnations hist. 

Or fall, fall lightly down ! 
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PARAPHRASE 



ON THE FIRST, SECOND^ AND THIRD CHAPTERS' 



OF GENESIS. 



The earth was shapeless^ and 'twas void; 
No sculptor's hand had yet been there^ 
To mould to beauteous form; no art employ 'd, 
To harmonize the wHole, 
Or wake to life and soul ; 
But Chaos rul'd the loveless sphere. 



No gorgeous fabric rose in splendour yet. 

In noble stateliness its head rear'd high ; 
No fane august, or graceful minaret ; 
Nought was there — there, to bless. 
But still, cold emptiness 
Stalk'd lonely, and in misery. 

And Darkness, with her sable wing. 

With pinions stretching far and Wide 
O'er the vast deep, kept hovering ; 
As yet so pitchy-dark. 
No stately heaving bark 
Had o'er its breast been seen to glide. 

But what was that, which o'er its plain 

Seem'd moving, though the source not seen? 
Was it but fancy, that the main 
Its waters ruffled then? 
List, how it sounds again ! 
'Tis where the « Eternal One " hath been ! 



Hark ! hark ! a voice sounds far. 

Godlike ; along the deep it flies. 
Startling grim silence from his death-like car ! 
While Chaos in af&i^t 
Hears too, " Let there be light ! " 
*^ Let there be light ! " a voice replies ! 

Aslant the waters blue, behold. 

Immediate, as a thought how fleet 
Some spirit darts, with wings of brightest gold ; 
Such scintillating eyes ; 
Sure soul from Paradise 
Hath come here, like some vision sweet. 

What mystic radiance in her track 

She leaves behind ! what dazzling sheen ! 
Lo, Darkness shrinks, is taken all aback. 

Struck with a dire dismay. 

Half dead, she speeds away. 

And dares not look upon those billows green. 
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How glorious 'tis to gaze upon, 

Like thousand tints concentrated in one ray ; 
Welcome, thou spirit with the sparkling zone ! 
And hark, it is the hymn 
Of holy cherubim ! 
One choral voice — ^they sing, '^ 'Tis day.' 
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Oh rapturous Elysium, whence are 

Such sweet, sweet scenes, that ravish with delight! 
What balmy breath steals o'er my bosom bare ! 
What eyes above are those. 
Such lustre that disclose ? 
Again I hear that strain — they sing, " 'Tis night" 

Swift from yon orient, while they sing. 

Fringing with silver the empurpled hill ; 
What new bliss for mine eye is gathering ! 
'Tis Cynthia meets my sight, 
Lov'd goddess of the night ! 
She comes to rule her star-lit regions still. 
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1'is said, the sea hath mark'd its bounds. 
And from the waters yet another birth ; 
Yes, hark again ! the choral hymn yet sounds 
More sweetly now than all| 
Upon the ear doth fall 
Its heavenly notes ; they sing, its name is '^Eartli. 

See how it stretches far and wide ; 

Here rising into mountains huge, and then 
To lowest vales behold it beauteous glide ; 
Still going from its source. 
Till wearied of its course, 
It climbs to mountains or to hills again. 



And now, oh blest ecstatic scene, 

With magic charm the earth brings forth around. 
The gaudy flower and blades of emerald green ; 
Th' esculent teeming root ; 
The various tinted fruit. 
All springing similtaneous from the ground. 
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The towering forest in full green arrayed, 
Where erst 'twas naked stands sublime ; 
Tlie sunlight sportive, and its slumbering shade. 
Alternate to the eye. 
Yield blandest ectasy ; 
All eaird — all made — in but a stroke of time. 

'Tis said, and in the ambient air 

The giant eagle spreads his potent wing — 
What myriad feathered flocks assemble there ! 
What hues of blue and gold. 
Too lucent to behold. 
From crests and pinions,kiss'd by sunbeams,spring. 

What thousands swarm upon the ground 

Of animals diverse, of every race ! 
All earth is animate ; life all around. 
Prolific, wafts her breath. 
And regions that in death 
Had slept before, awake at her lov'd face. 



11 



The dusky lion^ daisied meads along. 

The streaky tiger, and the spotted pard. 
Bound gracefully, the foremost of the throng ; 
While sinuous through the grass. 
Gold crested serpents pass. 
In wreathy folds to join the mirthful herd. 

Nor in the bright green ocean less 

Are life's all-vital powers displayed ; 
Teems every wave with inmates numberless ; 
All frolicsome below. 
The lucid waters show 
Their finny tribes in every light arrayed. 

Here, floating soft, leviathan. 

Like some huge dusky mass, basks high above ; 
There, dolphins green and bright cerulean. 
Seem 'neath the glassy sky 
Like living jewelry. 
As higher they ascend, or deeper move. 
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TIs perfect all^ and Harmony^ 

Like happiest nymph sits on her gem-girt throne^ 
Watching the world of love with fav'ring eye ; 
While angel spirits brood. 
Proclaiming '* all is good/* 
That naught is wanting in what has been done. 

Around her tripping light the hours. 

In gayest measures join the general bliss ; 
To amity each yield their utmost powers. 
Earth, sea, and balmy air, . 
Like dearest lovers there. 
Walk hand in hand in fondest happiness. 

But list, thou earth, hush'd silence keep. 

Each creeping thing, each bird and animal ! 
Let not a billow stir upon the deep ; 
Some heavenly debate 
Of moment vast and great. 
Is held — assembled are the angels all ! 



13 



Upon heaven's central glittering throne^ 

Whence lightnings flash and mighty thunderings 
rise. 
Sits " One/' like jasper and the sardine stone, 
A rainbow round Him bright. 
Like clearest emeralds light. 
Imparting lustrous rays to furthest skies. 

So keenly vivid do they dart. 

In streams coruscant, scintillating still. 
If any dare to gaze, a blinding smart. 

Like pain from fiercest fire. 

Or deadly torment dire. 

Would henceforth rack their eyes, with darkness 
fiU. 

Around that throne with ear intent. 

Throng myriad souls, their eyes all tum'd below. 
Their pinions closed in deep submissive wonderment. 
While close about the throne 
Spirits, more raised, alone 
Are seated, crowns of gold upon their brow ! 
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'Tis told, the Eternal's thought revealed 
His vast design promulgated to each. 
To boundless magnanimity have kneel'd. 
Each soul amazed, elate, 
In admiration great. 
Hath prostrate fallen at th' Everlasting's 
speech ! 

The flaming scroll by all is read. 

Disclosed His endless powers which o'er it ran. 
Like streams of sunlight, or of lightning shed. 
With all omnipotent care. 
In burning letters there, 
" In our similitude let us make man." 

No voice dissentient, no, not one. 

Opposed, is heard the wise decree to stay ; 
But all unanimous around the throne. 
Loud hallelujahs sing, 
To that omniscient king, 
Who such vast work proposed, made night and . 
day. 
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^' Oh wisdom infinite ! they cry. 

By whose mysterious hand fair worlds below. 
Bright orbs have sprung from blank vacuity, 
Who'st put to flight the wing 
Of darkness hovering. 
And planted there instead, lights heavenly glow. 

** Who spake, and Chaos trembling sped. 

Confusion bow'd to Order's graceful reign. 
Enraptured, vanished, as he worshipped. 
So forcible her sway. 
He dared not longer stay. 
Or look upon those realms he'd left again. 

"At whose behest hills, plains, and vales 

Burst suddenly to light, in varied form. 
With flowery meads to feed thy light-winged Gales, 
Whom life — ^whose essence is 
Thy chief of mysteries — 
Obey'd, and caus'd earth, air, and sea to swarm. 
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*' To thee, who hast been pleas'd to call 

Thy subject slaves to witness this great deed ; 
To see a being who, like us, in all 
Endow'd with life and soul. 
Shall yon fair earth controul ; 
We yield Thee worship e'er — our meetest meed." 

Each breathless now with outstretched eye. 

Attentive multitudes the wondrous act await; 
Nor spirit stirs his wings, so feathery. 
Lest haply aught should steal 
Th' intensity all feel, 
Of interest in the Eternal's work so great. 

'Tis said, 'tis done, oh work divine! 

Complete in stature and in symmetry ; 
Behold the godlike frame before them shine. 
Pure as their own chaste white. 
It meets their raptured sight. 
And plaudits iill heaven's wide immensity ! 
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The earth looks up and knows her king^ 

Each beast in silent admiration stands^ 
While ocean in delight heaves murmuring. 
And wing'd flocks stay their flight, 
To catch the glorious sight. 
Of mould so exquisite, made by God's hands. 

But 'tis not finished yet ; remains 

The mystic breath of life ; its vital heat ; 
Its beating pulse ; its warm blood through the veins ; 
The intellectual eye ; 
The varied faculty. 
To be implanted ere the work's complete. 

And suddenly, while yet they bend. 

In deeper wonder lost at such a sight. 
Slight quivering motions through the frame ascend. 
Gently unclose the eyes. 
Its bosom heaving sighs. 
And starting up before them, lives God's image 
bright. 
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What perfect form, what majesty ! 

Th' athletic limb with softest grace combin'd ; 
What noble brow and wisdom flashing eye. 
In him are subtly shown ! 
And yet '* One Power " alone 
Was there that workM, conceived but " one " vast 
mind. 

Oh blissful lot ! to angel throngs. 

The favourite soul, adored by each ; 
His name next to the *^ One " inspires their songs ; 
Him, Lord of earth — o'er all 
That moveth in its ball — 
They chant, far as its lands and waters reach. 

Henceforth, oh " man of God," they cry. 

Dominion have o'er every thing beneath. 
For thee 'twas made, earth is thy territory ; 
Then gently through the air. 
Him in their arms they bear 
Below, and lay him softly on its velvet heath. 
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Amaz'd^ he looks around; as far 

As sight may peer^ 'tis dazzling^ beauteous still ! 
His soul is pure^ and naught is there to mar^ 
Or blot those views ; oh no. 
Voluptuous is each throe 
Of transport, which he feels his bosom fill. 

And yet, while gazing — all-supreme. 

On rising mountain, winding vale, and flood. 
Which glow before him like some angel's dream. 
There is a sort of sense. 
He -cannot tell from whence, 
A sort of blank within seems oft to brood. 

It is not that deficient — aught 

In grandeur, is the world ; or that he sighs 
With more command, or potence to be fraught. 
Or longs for wider realms; 
Not this 'tis overwhelms ; 
Or wish to go back to forsaken skies. 
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But 'tis so, like a vacancy — 

A something absent, though he kens not what, 
It lours upon his spirit, which so free 
In every thing beside, 
Did like a sunbeam glide. 
On, on, to lovelier scenes — ^to greener spot ! 

'Tis like as though a veil were cast 

Upon the face of all surrounding bliss. 
Revealing only part of charms so chaste. 
Concealing all the rest. 
Which shewn, would render blest 
The gazer on such rare transcendant loveliness. 

But ah ! what is't — ^like coming death — 

That steals away each sense, and seals those eyes. 
Which close, while yet they gaie, its powers beneath ? 
Was it the weaken'd sight 
No more could bear the light. 
Of orb empyreal, beaming from yon skies ? 
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Or was it that the mind grew rack'd. 

In comprehending such stupendons world^ 
By too supreme sublimity attack'd^ 
New contest did decline. 
Its warfare did resign. 
And in the giddy fray its banner furl'd ? 

Or was't some playful angel flew 

Invisibly aslant his chosen way. 

And brushing with her wing, upon him 
threw 

Some deep and hidden spell. 

Which mortal cannot tell. 

Save that it takes all conscious sense away ? 

Or can indeed his soul have sped, 

Back to its native heaven, whence it came. 

Leaving that glorious form untenanted ; 

So wearied have become. 

That it hath sought its home 

Above again, ere scarce it grac'd that 
frame ? 
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Yet no, such cannot be ! heaves now — 

The full wide chest in wavy motions soft. 
Like ocean's gentler swell, when young winds blow, 
The nostrils yet dilate. 
The vital pulses beat. 
Some secret charm hath bound him from aloft! 

But see, tis past ! the spell is o'er. 

Some strange voice breathes celestial, whose 
numbers near. 

Like wreathed shell upon the moon-lit shore. 

Or soft aerial note 

On summer winds afloat. 

Dispel the charm, come rapturous on his ear ! 

Lo, starting up ! yet quivering. 

Each sense, each fibre of his heart, and ear. 
With bliss, as though some seraphim the string 

Of holy harp had swept. 

So close to where he'd slept. 

That it had pierc'd e'en through the soul's own 
sphere ! 
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He gazed around with eager eye^ 

While meeting his^ another ; oh^ so bright ! 
So azure-tinctured^ like heaven's canopy^ 
When young aurora shews 
Purest cerulean hues^ 
He saw^ and seeing^ seem'd to lose his sight ! 

Yes^ near to him a nymph so fair^ 

He hardly dared to gaze again upon^ 
Stood like some seraph sweety her shining hair 
Voluptuous hanging down^ 
Upon her neck, in zone 
Of golden tresses — such as loved the sun. 

What vestal face beamed out between 

Those clustering ringlets which so fondly blent, 

In such profusion thick, it was not seen. 

For he, overcome, had hid 

His eyes with veiling lid. 

When he beheld hers too on him were bent. 
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Oh nymph divine ! he ewd, as soon 

As raptures mad excess had passed away : 
Whose voice so sweetly roused me from that swoon. 
That deep and death-like stroke. 
From which, else I had woke 
No more, to beauty or the light of day ! 

Whose form^ so ravished, dazzled sight. 

That scarcely do I dare to gaze again ! 
Yet feeling still fond thrills of wrapt delight ! 
So grateful is the sense. 
That first look did dispense, 
I long to steep my soul in such sweet pain. 

Perchance, immortal thou may'st be. 

Nor e'er before descended thus so low ; 
Chance sent here by th' Eternal One to me. 
An angel to caress 
And sooth that loneliness. 
Which on my spirit sore hath lain till now ! 
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Oh^ would thou wast ! and oh^ methinks 

Thou must be ! or did some vision^ while I slept^ 
My soul imbibe^ as flower the night-dew drinks 
With one mellifluous flow^ 
Soft whisperings tell me so ? 
Or was't (oh rapture !) thy sweet touch thus . 
through me crept? 

Whatever — ^whence come, and how — thou art ? 

Whether like me corporeal, or a soul, 
'Tis not for me to know ; but in my heart. 
O'er every faculty. 
Which God hath given me, 
ITiou seem'st to hold a power, a blest controul. 

If from high heaven thou art come. 

And must return again^ and leave me here 
Alone, without a mate — a ^*one '* to whom 
My mind and pregnant thought. 
My voice could utter auglit, 
I feel, I would that I had seen thee ne'er. 
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Then as he ceas'd, with eyes turned down, 

If haply she to speak once more should deign ; 
Then as he paus'd, that same rich liquid tone. 
Which erst like melody, 
Breath'd o'er a moonlit sea. 
Had each dead sense renew'd, he hears again ! 

Oh fondest youth ! she sweetly cried, 

I, like thyself, am mortal ; though my soul 
Was tended hence, from heaven, to thy side ; 
And here reposing, found 
Thee on this pleasant ground. 
When those angelic guides resought Iheir native 
goal. 

Yes, there she beauteous stood ! the mate. 

The being, whom he'd sigh'd for ! when he knew 
Not why he sigh'd, or what it was could sate 
Those longings and desires. 
Those passions or those fires. 
Which seemed to sap each bliss, his spirit too. 
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Could he have thought^ and thought it o'er^ 

A thousand times^ and each time tripled then ; 

Could he have thought^ till thought could thii& no 
more. 

His mind could ne'er have lit 

On one so meet, so fit. 

To fill that blank, he'd felt again, and yet again. 

It seem'd to him as though that look, 

(Like sunbeams darkest gathering clouds dispense,) 
Had penetrated into every nook; 

Each covert of his breast. 

And every sense made blest. 

Which heretofore felt dead, and rendered life a 
curse. 

Yes, there she beauteous stood ! his bride. 

Fresh from the hands of that Eternal One ; 
Soft, feminine, God's image modified ! 
All that's rapturous seemed blent 
In every lineament ; 
Grace, love, and beauty there had made their throne. 
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Oh happy, happy pair ! along — 

Thosevelvet paths,emboss'd with shrubs and flow'rs. 
Close side by side they stray amid the throng, 
Or in sequestered woods, 
Near to those vital floods. 
Which sparkling bubble on, they spend the hours. 

Twin'd in each others arms they lie. 

In those deep groves, the fimdest of the fond ; 
Or in sweet converse sit, while eye meets eye. 

Till both o'ercome with bliss. 

Their lips, each meeting, kiss; 

And thus, as though made one, sleep o'er them 
waves her wand. 

Oh happy, happy pair! whose dreams 

« 

So halcyon are by angel-fingers wreath'd ; 

Whose lullaby is sung by living streams. 

Which gurgling near ye pass. 

Clear as the clearest glass; 

Whose couch those roses form, whence scents 
divine are breath'd. 
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Surrounded by delight are ye. 

For whom the whole of nature bounteous yields 
Her vistas, bowers, and streams, with every tree; 
Each herb and plant endued 
With fruitage for your food ; 
Her gardens bright, and green enamell'd fields. 

And first awake from rosy bed. 

Where she, in dreamy-loves, had lain all night ; 
Whero sleep ecstatic first e'er closed that lid. 
Like silk, which so well knows 
Her blue eye's light, she rose. 
Then pausing, look'd upon his face with wrapt 
deligjit ! 

Oh glorious form ! she thought, so soft. 

Lest breathing it aloud she might dispel 
That gentle rest which brooded yet aloft ; 
How happy is my lot. 
Cast on so bright a spot. 
With thee who lov'st so fond, so dear, and well ! 
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One whom my soul reveres, adores ; 

Blest was the moment when I found thee first 
Sleeping as thou art now, upon earth's shores ! 
When, as she mused thus sweet. 
Soft words her senses greet, 
Upon her ear, as though ethereal warbled, 
burst ! 

Dulcet as music's breath they fall. 

When mellowed in a far-off southern breeze, 
While unseen fingers, light as those celestial. 
Are sweeping sweetest strings. 
In subtle wanderings. 
As if the "listener to amaze, and yet to please. 

Then starting from her reverie 

She sudden turn'd, seeking from whence they came. 
And turning, close beside her, her bright eye 

A beauteous serpent's met. 

With golden coronet 
Upon his head, which shone like living flame ! 
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'^ Blest bride of man," he cried, " thou, thou. 

Whom, though last form'd, th' Almighty made 
the best ; 

Yea fairer than the earth itself, whose brow 

So chaste, whose kindling eye, — 

Like immortality. 

With seraphs might compete — ^Heaven's loftiest ! 

*'A11 scenes resplendent here contained. 

Each plant and herb, each flower and tree. 
Were grown for thy delight, and were ordain'd. 

All solely for thy use ; 

Yea thou alone art loose 

Of all earth's living creatures to enjoy them 
free. 

^'And yet stands one among all these. 

The author of them hath decreed, ^ Ye shall not eat,' 
And why ? when this, of all earth's goodly trees. 
Is more than common chaste. 
More luscious to the taste. 
And e'en to gaze upon than others far more sweet 
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Then she allur'd by such sweet voice. 

Which seem'd each sense to drown in ecstasy, 
Replied, " It is not that I am refrain'd by choice 

From tasting of that tree, 

Which looks so beauteously ; 

But God hath said, ' If ye do eat, then ye shall 
die/ '' 

Curling himself m spiral fold. 

Then spake the serpent with more winning flow. 
Its proud crest flashing bright, like flaming gold. 

In witching melody, 

" Ye shall not surely die ! " 

But ye shall be like Gods, who Good and Evil 
know. 

*^ Thinkest thou that the Eternal One 

Would e'er have planted such transcendent tree, 
Primest of all the rest, and that alone. 
Forbid thee touch or taste ? 
Thinkest thou that to waste 
He formed such fruit ? oh no, 'twas meant for thee." 
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Then blushing o'er with crimsKHi hue^ 

Which might have riyall'd that^ on her fair face 
When first she cau^t the glimpse, the stolen view. 

Of him she lov'd asleep ; 

Its fruit, on which dews weep 

Nectareous tears at night, he proffered with soft 
grace! 

" Fairest of the fair earth," he cried, 

" Well do I know the latent charm that lies. 
Its pulp so succulent within; oft have I tried 

Its efficacious aid. 

Though like thee, first afraid. 

Lest aught of ill might lurk beneath such sweet 
disguise. 

'^ It happ'd one morning that I'd stray'd 

Far from this witching spot, and coming back 
Wearied and athirst, beneath that tree's soft shade, 
I nestled mid the flow'rs. 
To rest a few short hours. 
Ere I renewed my journey on a different track. 
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" When lo, just as mine eyes had closed^ 

Just as the hand of sleep was pilfering — 
Each captive sense^ and I had soon repos'd^ 
The sound of something near. 
As if fallen down, my ear 
Then startled, and jny eyes were open'd wondering. 

*^And there, radiant upon the moss. 

Sparkling like some rich ruby, set in Emerald 
green, 

Bright with the pearly dews of earth, its gloss ; 
Quite close, my reach within, 
A fruit lay glittering. 
Dazzling my sight beneath the morning's sheen ! 

" Such thirst I felt and weariness. 

And so invitingly it look'd, that I — 

No longer able to refrain the tempting bliss. 

My parched tongue moistened then 

With its clear juices, when 

Oh heavens ! what wisdom beam'd within ! what 
deity ! 
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"Mine eyes seem'd blest with triple sights 

Vanish'd the dusky film which both had veiled. 
With different ken I view'd both shade and light ; 
Oh nought to me seemed dark. 
As though some heavenly spark. 
Or essence as divine, I had inhaled ! 

'* Yes ! this he cried it was, the same 

Which now I proffer thee, that I then ate : 
Take it, ^thou Queen of Earth/ and let that flame. 
Which first enlightened me 
With glorious faculty, 
Inspire also thee, with God-like Wisdom great." 

Then she, by artful words allur'd. 

By pure encrimsoning hues, which mantled o'er 
its rind. 
And curious to know, if what by him assur'd, 
Would prove indeed correct, 
She no more did object. 

But took the fruit that he for her design'd. 



36 



Alas ! can she not see that art — 

That gleam of wiliness which lurks within his eye. 
That subde cunningness, which doth impart 
Itself in crafty turns ? 
Ah no, each feeling bums 
With warmer vehemence still, its charms to try ! 

'Tis done! she hath accomplished what 

The ^rewd contriver had so subtly kenn'd ! 
He joys and boasts in silent triumph, that 
His scheme so well hath met 
With victory complete ; 
So perfect hath obtain'd its treacherous end. 

And lo, while yet the honied juice 

Is wooing those warm lips, is revelling there, 
Like dew upon the rose, (as Phoebus spruce. 
When fresh on earth he takes 
A first fond look,) awakes 
Her sire, and sees his bride than ever far more 
fair. 
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Her eyes more bright^ though bright before ; 

Her cheeks erst lovely^ now more lovely still ; 
Her bosom warm^ now glowing, all far radiant, more. 
More seraph-like in all. 
Than when last evening-fall — 
He gazed till beauty did his.senses fill ! 

" Oh fairest bom ! " he breathed, *' what charm 
Since eve hath brought fresh blushes on thy 
cheek. 
New rapture on thy lips, and blue eyes warm ? 

Did some blest angel kiss 

Frequent that face of bliss. 
As wrapt in dreams you lay, leaving each brighter 
streak?" 

And while he spoke **The Fruit** he spied. 

Resembling in her hand the rose in crystal plac'd ; 
(For she had thought of him, and had herself 
denied — 
Of all, that he might share 
A part of it with her. 
That he too might enjoy its luscious taste.) 
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Oh virtuous was the soul, and good. 

In theeffair nymph, that prompted such a gentle deed ; 
That taught such care, such kind solicitude ; 
But ah ! how dire and dread 
A woe it covered; 
How many a bosom has it caus'd to bleed ! 

'^ Take, take," she said so lovingly. 

So fondly smiling, in such am'rous mood ; 
" Take, take, this fruit and eat which came from 
earth's best tree ! 
So grateful is the sense 
Attends its succulence. 
When sipped, that I could wish all day such 
pleasant food ! " 

Then taking it from her white hand. 

Whose warmth had mantled it with gentlest glow. 
Where it had lain nestling so long, and bland. 

Like honey-bee caress'd 

Upon the lily's breast. 

Whose heat was like a summer beam, revelling 
mid snow ! 
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He bore it to his lips, when through 

Each pulse, each vein, and nerve sharp thrilling ran 
Its juices quickening influence, and then flew 
Into the inmost road. 
Where blood had ever flow'd. 
Or foundits way, when lo,he felt more Grod than man ! 

But ah, what is it now they feel ! 

Where are those sparkling eyes, those blissful 
throes. 
Which heav'd their breasts? why do they still reveal 
Bland ecstasies no more. 
Why beams no longer o*er 
Those cheeks the ray that innocence bestows ? 

It is, ^^ Their eyes are opened now," 

The burning blush of crimson shame bums fierce 
Upon each countenance, and on each brow ; 

Each eye has sought the ground. 

Nor dares to rise, sin-bound 

'Tis fastened there, and feels its sight a curse ! 

c2 
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Alas, how changed have each become. 

In one short fleeting hour ! what ages ill 
Has there been wrought! the cheek hath lost itsbloom^ 
Tlie eye its sparks of light. 
The soul its essence bright. 
Innocence her balmy reign, dominion and pure 
will. 

Each turns from each, the burning face. 

Which eret had seem'd and long'd to be as ** one ;" 
So close they pressed them in that pure embrace; 
But ah ! that pm*er love. 
Like angels feel above. 
Is fled, is fled ! and shamM each walks alone ! 

But in the still, cool eve what sound. 

Quivering the zephyr's breath, steals on. 
Till entering its destin'd cave it fluctuates round. 
Then tells each trembling thought 
The message it hath brought ? 
It is the '' Voice " of the Eternal One ! 
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** Where, whither have ye fled ? " it cries, 

" Why seek ye not the open light of heaven ? 
Have I revealed my boundless mysteries — 
In vain ? are there no eyes 
I've made to scan those skies. 
Of arch sublime, no gratitude yet felt or given ? 
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Then fearing, answer'd that fallen lord, 

Wlio stood so noble and so fearless erst. 
Majestic in the pride of innocence, ador'd — 
By angels, and by him 
Who rules each cherubim : 
" I heard thy voice, ' O Great Supreme,' at first ! 

" But timid, hid myself, for I — 

Uncovered dar'd not meet so great a * One ' as 
thou! 
Alas, I have transgress'd ! iniquity — 
Hath sham'd mine eyes, hath made 
Thy subject sore afraid : 
Undone, Oh whither shall I hide me now ? " 
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Then spake that solemn voice again : 

" Hast thou then heedless of that ' one command,' 
The only * one ' I gave, in heinous disdain. 
Discarding it and me^ 
Eaten of that sole tree 
I bade thee not, or e'en touch mth thy hand ! " 

'Tis own'd, the admission of the crime — 

The culprit's lips hath passed, for which he stood 
arraigned. 
That once all-sinless monarch of earth's clime ; 
That bosom once so chaste^ 
Now blacken'd and defac'd 
From heaven's holiness, to grossest sin hath wan'd. 

And she who last of all was sent. 

Next to the loveliest seraph in her worth. 
With all the fairer grace and bounties blent. 
She to whom Grod had given 
The impress best of heaven, 
She too has lost the .beauteous image of her birth. 
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And now remains but to relate 

How they, thus doom'd, th' Eternal's wrath to bear. 
Were driven out from Paradise ; that fate 
Which hath excluded all. 
Who since that first dread fall 
Have yet been bom, have trod this earthly sphere. 

How both were driven from Paradise, 

And which no penitence of theirs can e'er redeem ; 
Chance tears they ^ed — and bitter ones — ^but these 
like ice — 
Congealed before their God ! 
Alas, the very sod 
Their feet impressed, caus'd earth witli sin to teem ! 

Return they cannot, for its path — 

With '* Flaming Sabre " which turns every side ; 
Is guarded night and day : th' Almighty's wrath — 
Is at the gate which leads 
To those everlasting meads. 
Which flower'd once for them, but now denied ! 
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And now, where thorns bestrew their way. 
And thistles grow, amid less verdant fields they 
roam, 
Toiling and sorrowful ! yet who shall say 
" The change " is not deserv'd 
By them who hapless swerv'd 
From "His pure law!" who'd plac'd them 
"First " in such a home ? 



TO THE MONSOON.* 



A DIALOGUE. 



MORTAL. 

Whence comest thou ? — ^thou wild monsoon. 

In sable mantle clad, like some demoniac sprite, 
Heralding thy approach in tone 

Of deafening thunders, while thine eyes flash 
lightnings bright ? 
Didst come in Charon's Gorgon Boat 

From deepest Stygian Shades, which eye hatli 
never seen ? 



* The MoN 800V, or Wet Season, in India, commences after a lona 
drought of ei^t monflis, geneiaUy about the beginnuig of the month ox 
June ; and is ushered in by violent storms of Thunder and Lightning, with 
heavy gales of Wind, and storms of Rain : this continues for about the space 
of six or seven days, when the tempest subsides, and a regular and heavy 
fall of Rain penetrates the arid and long sun-burnt earth ; and makes the 
face of Nature smile again beneath its genial influence ; stays the ravages of 
stattdng Disease, and plants Health aU Uooming and radiant with smiles 
and cheerfulness upon the before usurped throne : this usually continues 
until the last day of September, or the beginning of October, when the Sun 
a^in so long oDseured brei^ forth in unclouaed effulgence and renewed 
vigour, to triumph like some Illustrious Monarch, in his long and un- 
molested reign ki the heavens. 
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Or didst thou hither softly float. 
From realms more blest above, whose fields are 
emerald green ? 

Wast bom upon some mountain steep — 

Some dark majestic ranges yet untrod by man. 
Where only Phoebus' eyes may peep. 

And solitude hath reigned e'er since the world 
began ? 
Or did kind ITietis call thee forth. 

From caverns fathomless within old ocean's bed. 
To fly o'er India's arid earth. 

On pinions swifter than bath eagle ever sped ? 

Or didst thou from some spot arise, 

Where fierce volcanoes pour their lava all around. 
And earthquakes ope to latent eyes 

Those scenes which erst were viewed not by them 
darkness-bound ? 
Or didst thou spring spontaneously 

A spirit full of mirth — a stranger to all care — 
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A thing of time^ so joyously 

To sport awhile amid the regions of the air ? 

« 

MONSOON. 

Mortal^ whoe'er thou art^ on earth 
That seek'st to know my pristine birth. 
Know from that one sole Source I came — 
Holy of Holies is its name ! — 
Whence all other boons descend ; 
He your Author, Guardian, Friend ; 
From His treasures I am sent. 
Strength and health in me are blent ; 
These, I come then to dispense. 
And renew each languid sense ! 

From those regions bright and fair. 
Floating high in liquid air; 
From those everlasting flowers. 
From those amaranthine bowers. 
Odorous with nectareous showers. 
Where nor cloud, nor darkness lours. 
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Yl^ere along with balmy wing 
Flies, e'er young, cerulean spring ! 
Fainting mortal, I am come 
In your fervid clime to roam ! 

Stores from fountains clear and deep, 
Pure as tears the angels weep, 
'Neath my pinions do I keep; 
And while yet on high I soar. 
On earth's burning face I pour. 
Cool as ice, touch'd waters they 
Freshness give unto the day — 
Days which fever'd, scorched before. 
Panting, seem to ask for more ! 

Mortal, in my airy hand 

Do I bear a mystic wand ! — 

Wand, which arm'd with hallow'd spell 

Form'd from meads of Ashphodel ! 

As it to and fro I weild 

Grass adorns the wither'd field ; 
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Flowerets bloom, and shoots the grain^ 
Where was erst a naked plain ; 
Vegetation bursts the soil. 
And rewards the labourer's toil I 

Sickness at my coming flies 
To his home of groans and sighs ; 
Pestilence — ^with poison'd tread. 
Stalking midst the wan and dead — 
Feels my purer breath, and goes 
To his charnel-house of woes ; 
Death — with quiver at his back — 
Takes another distant track : 
Mortal ! mortal ! I descend 
From yon realms to be your friend! 

Couldst thou climb yon heights and see 
What I've left, what ecstasy ; 
Couldst thou through yon azure peep. 
And behold its transports deep ; 
Witness in those climes above 
How excessive angels love ; 
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How they welcomed, woo'd me there, 
With their snow-white bosoms bare ; 
How along blest meads I flew^ 
Kiss'd each flower and drank its dew. 
Sure thy gratitude would rise. 
That I left for you those skies ! 

MORTAL. 

Lov'd spirit of the sky, who'st deign'd 

An answer to vouchsafe, and hear my poor request; 
Such change to earth must sore have pain'd ; 

Indeed one so beloved and so supremely blest. 
Nought less than spirit so divine 

Would e'er such grievous sacrifice have undergone; 

No virtues less in power than thine 

Have cared so much for man — thou heaven-bom 
monsoon ! 

Would thou couldst find e'en here as well 

Some mossy couch to sleep upon^ when falls the 
night ! 
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Some sweet narcissus, or the bell — 

Of cowslip, or of lily, to afford delight; 
Whose honied dews might greet thy lip 

When parched and wearied from thy toil so many 
hours. 
You miss your wonted draughts, and iain would 
sip 
Again the sweet quintessence of your native 
flowers ! 

Tell me, thou spirit of the breeze — 
Thou that has wandered so far, and wanderest 
still. 
Within my ear whose symphonies 

Are heard so sweet, whose breath with strength 
my frame doth fill ! 
Art thou on earth now journeying. 

Like some lone bird at distance from its sheltering 
nest. 
Alike with us, subject to mortal sting. 

Its languor and its frailties, and a need of rest ? 
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MONSOON. 

Mortal^ spirits from yon sky 
Feel not human frailty, 
Parch'd nor wearied can I be ; 
Pleasure only do I feel 
As I work for mortals weal. 
Here I seek not sweet nor rose, 
I have need of no repose. 
For no scenes I left on high 
Do I weep, or even sigh : 
Satisfied to work Heaven's will. 
Here content to wander still ! 

Dost thou then not yet divine 
What immortal birth is mine. 
When all day, and still by night. 
Nought retards my onward flight. 
Staying not like thee for sleep, 
But do constant vigils keep. 
And upon thy frame instead 
Genial balm and freshness shed. 
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Canst thou not^ each coming night. 
Feel my grateful breathings light. 
Pass along thy heated brow. 
Cooling as the Andean snow ? 

But e'en here, my sports I have. 
Sometimes playing with the wave. 
Tossing up its showery spray. 
Widely to the sunny ray. 
Where I watch it sparkling fair. 
Shivering, dropping, through the air ! 
While, like rainbow's mirror'd light. 
Glances in its green so bright ! 
Or when tired of my play. 
Snatch a pleasant holiday; 
Falling gently on its breast. 
As it curls, with snowy crest. 
Here I float in careless rest ; 
Undulating as I move. 
Eye uptum'd to heights above, 
Gazing on the sky I love ! 
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Sometimes ruder pastimes I — 
Choose to show my potency ; 
Darker clouds attend my call ; 
Thunders, lightnings^ earth appal! 
Wave on wave its surges throws. 
Dashing high, like drifted snows ; 
In dread torrents bursts the rain. 
Deluging both hill and plain, 
While my rougher, deeper sighs — 
Swell earth's battle symphonies ; 
But no longer must I stay — 
No more have I time to say. 
Unto thee, oh thing. of clay! 
Hark ! Heaven calls me ; hence, away ! 



Only list ! thou man of woe ; 
One word more before I go. 

Time approaches fast, when I — 
From these nether worlds must hie. 
To my native home — ^the sky ! 
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You too, like a thing of time, 
Must forsake this circling clime. 
Soon perchance that hour may come. 
None exact can know ihy doom. 
When thy body to the tomb. 
To its dark rest shall be borne. 
Or thy spirit to its bourn ; 
But as certain is such fate — 
Hear my words before too late ! 



Mortal, if thou seek'st to be, 

Where I go — to follow me — 

Tread this ground terrene so light. 

That of varied traps despite. 

You along unhurt may pass. 

Scatheless o'er its safer grass ! 

Shun those tempting fruits, which nigh. 

Tempt thine hand and meet thine eye. 

All along life's vista'd way. 

Where thy feet are prone to stray, 

d2 
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From those tinsel scenes retire^ 
Which^ though sweet to sense, like fire 
All thy virtues will consume. 
Leaving thee in saddest gloom ! 



If when all thy race is run, 

When the *^ sand of life " gone down. 

Whispers death, **Thy years are done!" 

Thou wouldst view in glory then 

Me, whom now thou seest ; again 

For that heavenly change prepare, 

Weep thy sin, and kneel in prayer ; 

Ask forgiveness, day by day; 

Feel that thou hast gone astray ; 

jyiove with carefiil step abroad ; 

Fear to err, but love thy God, 

Then from things below when he — \ 

Bids you hence, so silently, y 

Plume your wings, and follow me ! J 
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MORT^. 

Lov'd spirit^ must thou go indeed ? 

Nor sounds nor voice, came o'er my silent 
listening ear; 

Chance 'twas the rustling of some reed, 

Mov'd, by the breath which bore thy voice, in 
trembling fear ! 

Or chance in some near hollow cave — 

Sweet echo hearkening, caught the cadence of 
thy tone ; 

Or else the murmuring of some wave — 

Thy quicker ear mistook, ^^ Thou heaven-bom 
monsoon ! " 

Oh do not go, sweet soother, yet ! 

So short a time, thou'st lingered on this earthly road. 
Oh stay till one more sun hath set. 

And then, with farewell sweet, speed to thy blest 

abode; 
While thou art here, within I feel — 

Like some blest spirit too released from mortal 

thrall ; 
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Such fond^ fond raptures ttm)ugh me steals 
That I would wish, with thee, to quit this human 
baU! 



Couldst thou not bear me on thy wing. 

While yet such kindling passion glows throughout 
my soul. 
While yet those holy fires are gathering, 

And every fiercer thought sleeps hush'd 'neath 
their controul? 
Oh waft me hence, sweet spirit hence, 

Ere yet again corporeal feelings shall return. 
And dull each sweet ecstatic sense. 

Which now inspired by thee, within me bum ! 



MONSOON. 

Mortal, 'tis not in my power. 
Thou must wait thy fixed hour. 
But a subject, slave, am I, 
Of a loftier Deity ; 



59 

Stay no longer here I dare. 
Voices call me in the air ; 
'Tis not fancy ; no, their tone. 
Well, how well, to me is known. 
Becking with their fingers light. 
Through yon fleecy cloud of white. 
Beaming on me, eyes so soft. 
Eyes, which bid me haste aloft : 
List, another, louder strain. 
Like sweet music breathes again. 
Sinking, floating, in my heart. 
Tells me softly, '^ we must part!** 



Heaven grant those holy fires. 
Which my presence now inspires. 
In thy soul may linger yet. 
When thy '' Sun of Life ** shall set ; 
Nor like meteor-flame, depart — 
From the precincts of thy heart : 
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Cherish them^ oh mortal there. 
By that best supporter — ^prayer. 
Then thou needest not despair; 
But they still, shall rising bloom, 
O'er the darkness of thy tomb ; 
Like some rose-flower, sweet and red. 
When its leaves lelow are dead. 
Towering freshly on its stem, 
(Like some choice, some precious gem,) 
When no life, remains in them ! 



Hush, again like wreathed shell. 
Murmuring where the Nereids dwell. 
As they trip so lightly o'er — 
Pearls, that deck their coral shore; 
Blandly, as its numbers then — 
To their footed measures, when 
Vesper gilds both hill and glen. 
O'er my spirit steal again ; 
Voices with a lapse so rare. 
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Like some minstrelsv a&r. 
Swelling, dying, in the air ; 
List, they warble forth ** Come here. 
Spirit of the breezes dear ! " 

Mortal, see yon sun retires. 
In the West he calls his fires; 
Swiftly will his orb so bright — 
Drop behind that hill, from sight. 
But his glory shall awhile. 
Still on Heaven's azure smile. 
After he from mortal's eye — 
Hath sunk down so placidly ; 
And when thy short life is done, 
May'st thou be like yonder sun. 
Free like him from clouds and gloom. 
Sinking calmly to the tomb ! 
Like those lingering rays of his. 
When you quit earth's boundaries ; 
May your virtues shining on — 
Gild the worlds thou^ thou art gone ! 
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Then like him again soon rise, 
A pure seraph of the skies ! 

Mortal ! if my blessings may — 
Come to thee, when far away ; 
If my voice may aught entreat. 
Prostrate, at the mercy's seat. 
Surely thou shalt have my care. 
Though I am not where you are. 
Fed by unseen hands above, 
I will teach thee how to love ! 
Keep thy pathway ever free. 
Till 'tis time to follow me ; 
Hark ! I hear them once more tell, 
'Tis my hour to part — ^farewell ! 
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